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RO OM: the wa Banks of Thame this Verſe 


E = as ſend, | ; 

ge | XY 

CIT To thoſe bleſt Realms, that late receiv 'd 
. my Friend; | 


Where vernal Seaſons' ſmile without Decay, 
And purple Skies indulge a purer Day: 
Nor ſuall the Verſe;\(if, haply, Care invades 


For human Things the conſcious learned Shades, ) 
Ungrateful be: In Thee hen Young, I found + 
The Prop and Sanction of a Name renown'd ; 
Yet rude to Art, and while in Life untry d, 
Thy Precepts form d, thy Vertue was my Guide. 
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5 Arent Orbs what different "Ba we wear | 
How chang' d our Paſſions, and revers'd our Care 
When to the Shades the Great and Good are born, 
The Shades re Joice, the while the Living mourn ; 
While we repine on Earth for Man tnx 0's Fate, 
Lyſmn triumphs in a, Gueſt ſo great: 
A greater, GaR r a, ne're reach'd thoſe Realms before! 
O hail him to the bright unclouded Shore ; | 
Hail thy great Friend! That Title ſhalt thou claim, 
And no inglorious Part of CnHuxcHILI's Fame! 
On Earth, the Hero's Glory ſtrung thy Lays, 
And ſtill wert thou the Herald of his Praiſe : 
For thy lov'd MaxzLBRo, yet thy Care employ, 
And point him out among the Lawns of Joy; 
Let every Warlike Shade the Leader view ; © 221 
A Name ſo Glorious, and a Shade fo New! ?! 
Ev'n to the Ghoſts, that purpled o re with Blood! | 
Ramillia's Fields, and fyelbd the Daunbe's Flood 5 107 
Ev'n to the Gallic Ghoſts their Conqueror ſhow; = 51 
Alate how dreaded! now, no more their Fe! 
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Methinks, I ſee in Throngs the airy.Hoſt, 3 35 
Ambitious who ſhall praiſe the Stranger moſt! 
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How do they eye the fair Majeſtic Form! 

And lo! the Hero-ſhades around him fwarm ! 
His Anceſtry and Titles theſe enquire, 
What Mother bore, and Mortal if his Sire; 
His Life's Receſſes thoſe beſeech to know, 
With Pleaſures how indulg'd, or pain'd with Woe : 
While ſome with ambient Wreaths his Brow adorn ; 
Names, old in Song, ere England's Chief was born! 
In early Days who, Tyrants did reſtrain ; 
For Proweſs unexcel d *till Anna's Reign! | 
See Naſſau, crown'd with Laurels, Welcome bring! 


Mlaankind's Deliverer! Britain's boaſted King 


With vertuous Joy, in MaxLR RO, does he ſee 

Whate're he was, and all he wiſh'd to be; 

In MazxLBRo, to the Shades he ſees deſcend 

A Chief, a Prince, a Subject, and a Friend; 

The riſing Hero oft he wont to bleſs, - 

And from his Vertues augur'd his Succeſs. 
Much did I mourn, my Friend, thy parting Breath ; 

But more I mourn thy Loſs, ſince CauzcniLL's Death: 

Had'it thou, O GAR T E, ſurviv'd that Godlike Name, 

(Nor Thou, nor He, ſhall be ſurviv'd in Fame) 

How hadſt thou talk d thy Hero's Vict'ries o re, 

nequaP, tho! forbid 40 yanquilh more! 


| 


How 
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How had thy Tongue deſcrib'd the Flandrian Plains! 
The Months of Glory, and the great Campaigns! 
In freſh Deſcription, hourly, France had bled, 
And every: Day defeated Villars fled ; 


The Name of ;/MAzLBR 0! thi RE Walls around ( 


Had heard, and vaulted Roofs beat back the Sound: : 
Shall I not lead thee to the Victor's: Tomb ! | 
An awful March, and thro' a Length of Gloom! 
In Sable- Triumph, lo! the Standard born? ö 
The Martial Horſe, and Battle-Trophies mourn! 
The:gleaming Armour view, and Enſigns round! 
Hark, the hoarſe Drum and ſolemn Ordnance ſound ! | 
With Looks how downcaſt march the Soldier-Throng! 
How ſlowly moves the Mourning War along! :- 
Not ſo, returning Home from vanquiſh'd Foes, 
They look d: There, MaxLRRO's great Succeſſor goes, 
And midſt his Glory droops! This, this, is He, 
To whom our Heros Wreaths his Stars decree! 
Should Fate again fill Europe with Alarms, 
He ſhall revive the Fame of Britiſp Arms; 
Ordain'di to be, if Poets may divine, 
In ſuch an Age, what CHURCGEILT was in thine. 
So on; the Tree, to Proſerpine conſign d, 


She > Bough, with ing Leaves and golden Rind, 
Pluck d 


/ 


6 
pluck'd from the Trunk, another Bough behold. 
Springs in its room, the Rind and Leaf of Gold; 
Like to the firſt, and ſcarce diſcern d for New; 
The ſame the Value; one the radiant Hue. 

To mortal Men, too raſh, we may not give 
OGar TH! the Name of Happy, while they live; 
For Fortune oft does human IIls foreſſo r, 
And after longeſt Calms come Wrecks of Woo: 
The Son of Victory now conſign'd to Reſt, 

How may we praiſe his Lot, and call him bleſt! 
His Fortune gently,” as the Cedar grows, 


Up-grew, and with his riſing Vertues roſe; 


By eaſy Steps he climb'd ſecure to Fame 115 

No ſudden Wonder, nor unpromis'd Name! 

His ſmiling Hopes no adverſe Wind did-blaſt ; _ 
And ſeventy Winters bleſs'd him, as they paſt :'* ; 
Great laſting Joys and {lender Griefs he bare, 
His Joys thick-ſcatter'd, and his Sorrows rare: 
The Smiles of Monarchs grac'd his Bloom of Life, 
The lovelieſt Offspring, and the faireſt Wife 
Eſteem, and Truſt, and Favour, and Applauſe, 55 
Purſu'd his manly Zeal for M illiums Caufe ; | 

His riper Years, in Triumphs fruitful, ran, 


And Glory clos'd the Scene, which Love began. 
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At laſt he reſts with Thee, O ſacred Bard! 
\ Unreach'd by Envy, and above Reward ! | 

Renew'd, in purple Beauty, does he ſhine g 
A brighter Bloom ! and freſh with Health Divine: 
So Graceful lock d he, and ſo Fair to view, 
In Youth, ere Camps and crimſon Fields he knew, 


E're yet he thought on Glory, gain'd in Arms, 

Or any Conqueſts, but of Female Charms, 
Enjoy, ye happy Shades, your quiet Seat: 

To you the Gods permit a ſafe Retreat; 

Soft Odours round you Skies ambroſial ſhed ; 

No Shelyes have you to ſhun, nor Storms to dread: 

We roam about, by various Chances croſt, ö 

Still from one F ortune to another toſt; 

To many Harms and Perils we ſurvive, 

With Hatred, and with Enyy doom'd to ſtrive ; 

The Pangs of balk'd Ambition do we prove, 

The jealous Torments, and the Rage of Love ; 

With open Arms the treacherous Friend embrace, 

Or doat upon the wily Harlot's Face; 

A thouſand Wants, unſatisfy' d, we moan, 

And feel a thouſand Sorrows, not our own. 

Theſe Ills are ours; they touch not thy — ; 

No longer doſt thou pine for human Woes; 


— — 
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No more do'ſt hear, amidſt unchang d Delights, 181 
What Ciaua, in the Luſt of Nonſenſe, writes. 
On flow'ry. Beds, Meſcems, I ſee thee li, 
While young immortal Maids paſs ſmiling by, 
Cloſe at thy Feet, while Rivulets flow of Wine, 

And Sappbo flights. her Phabn to be thine! 

Or to thy Ovid thou do'ſt, pleasd, relate 

Thy Country's Story, and its envy'd Fate; 


A choſen Spot, with Ocean compaſs'd round! 


The Land of Beauty, and for War renown'd ! 
How fam -d for Arts! In Genius how-refin'd) 
What Wealth, what Empire by the Waves and Wind! 
The Foreſt-Oak, and the ſtrong - hearted Steed !- | 
The proud- arm d Fleets! And Men, 'a Godlike Breed, 
From Dardan Brutus! Spirits uncontrob dd! 

A generous Offspring, Hardy, Wiſe, and Bold 
What civil Conflicts, and what: ſtern Debates 

For: Liberty, and Tyrants headlong Fates | 
The Sea's green Floods how oft with Crimſon ſtain'd ! 
What reſcu'd States, and diſtant Trophies gain'd ! 

If this thy Theme; on CHñuRc HILL every Deed 


Thy Tongue ſhall dwell and boaſt of Europe freed ; 


Still in thy Thought his Battles ſhall prevail, 
And Blenheim never wander from the Tale; 


SINN. Lo C Lo! 
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Lo! thy lord Roman Friend with Rapture hears 
The Triumphs of thoſe Ten greit rolling ears! 
While every Vear in Toibwith Ages vie, 
And Scenes, with Wonder more replete, ariſe, V iN 
Then all the Changes in his feigning Lays, Nh 38: 21610- 
Deduc'd from Nature's Birth to Cſars Days. 

O think not, learn'd: Machgon, Ereveal 


\s 


A Heart too cold, or want Hortenſios Leal, 
If I reſign our mighty CHURcHILL'Ss Name, 
Unus'd to ſoar, and fearful: for my Fame: 
To lower Themes my unambitious Lyre 
Is tun'd, and humbler Praiſes I require; 
Let Steele immortal Mildenbeim ſuſtain, ' 
And trace his Story in che Livian Strain; 
While I the Subject, to his Pen aſſign'd, 
But lightly touch, and follow far behind. 
Oft, if J judge aright, thy Maſter Lays 
Alarm Eliſian Groves with MARLBRO's Praiſe; 
And oft, O Poet, England's Triumphs ſwell 
The Song, and tremble on thy Britiſp Shell! 
For Dying changes but the Organic Frame; 
The SclEimincital Soul exiſts the ſame; 
What Paſſions e're, confur'd to Clay, we has llpe 


Purſue us to! the n — below; b 
f | | Whate' re 
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Whate're does pleaſe, while Pilgrims we remain, 
Shall in another Being pleaſe againn Fo 
Great Maro ſtill the lofty Epic charms, © - 


And Turnus takes Delight in ſhining Arms; 


While Horace revels O're the Nectar-Bowl ; - 


In Dido's amorous Breaſt its Flame returns, 


And Cleveland for ſome other Cy URcHILL burns. 


From Joys of Paradiſe: with-held too long, 
A Moment yet, attend the ling'ring Song, : 
While thy lov'd Poet's Marble I explore, 


And the proud Fane, but half adorn'd before! 


Without à Tomb. till late, forgot he lay, 
While the Muſe mourn'd, and Ages wore away; 
At length the Stone, ſo long delay'd, is rear d: 
An awful Image, and à Front rever d! 


No Verſe .engrav'd records at large his Fame; 


But Dryden's Epitaph is Dryden's Name. 


In Bowers of Roſes by his Side reclin d,. 


O! what Delights o'reflow thy raviſh'd Mind ! 
No Fraud moleſts Thee now, nor any Crime 
Pollutes the Beauty of that guiltleſs Clime ; 


No Falſhood, there, the heedleſs Heart beguiles ; 


Nor hidden Hatred wears diſſembled Smiles; 


No 


Ta). 
No awkward Pride is there, of humble Birtè; 1/0 
Nor ſhining Affluence, gay with thoughtleſs Mitth'z2 
No Fools of Fortune, giddy with Succeſs; .'. 1 
No little teizing Wits, admir'd by leſs; -: © | 
No hard'ned Gripes, nor Earth - Worms, urgd: by Fate, 
Againſt their creeping Genius, to be Great: 
But, there, eternal. Freſhneſs Zephyrs bring, 
And all the Year: is temper'd into Spring 
There, Men, who liv'd upright like. thee, , 
There, the brave Legion, that er F reedom as 41 A 
Whoe' re in- Arts / polite divinely wrought, + id" 1 
And pious Prieſts, that Hoadley's Doctrines e 1 
And they, who Vertue, ſunk in IIls, ſuſtain d: 
And Bards inſpir'd; and Kings, like George, that reigtr d. 


Farewel; It may be, I ſhall ſee, or ſem 
To ſee thee in ſome ſoft delightful Dream: 
Farewel; O! ever to Remembrance dea! 
Of Poets firſt, and moſt of Men ſincere! 155 
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